On playing fields of Eton, 


lush mid future power 
lushes, 


Waterloos get won! 
Can you, like, imagine? 
Mistresses of such men can 


not, since pretty myths 
allow few male subtleties 


of earnest sport 
and jolly war. 


Or, mayhaps, 
the feminine 


bullshit detector 
kicks in. 


